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as a red-coated monkey who danced to the accom-
paniment of his master's barrel-organ; and who
suddenly snatched at his hat and held it out for a
stray copper or two.

The Japanese boy loved above all things to see the
approach of the lamp-lighter. He came with a long
wand and made beautiful yellow flowers bloom all
down the street, magical flowers on long stiff
stems. They only lasted a few hours ; for this maker
of bright golden flowers always made them fade in
the early morning. The Japanese boy was watching
the sudden appearance of these blossoms when he felt
the large hand of the shopman grip his waist and
carry him into the shop.

He sat smiling on the counter.  A lady stood
opposite to him. She had a sweet pale face with kind
grey eyes. He had seen that face before, seen it in a
dream he had had in a toy-maker's shop in far Japan.
He wanted to hold out his arms, to speak, to tell her
of his dream. All he could do was to sit perfectly
still and smile. He heard the lady talk to the shopman
about the Feast of Dolls. He heard her use Japanese
words. He heard her tell the shopman that it is
quite possible to give Japanese dolls souls if you
love them enough. The shopman only said : " Oh,
yes!^ and rubbed his plump hands together. He
had never heard of the story of Pygmalion, nor of
similar classic tales veiling a profound but universal
truth. To him, dolls were so much merchandise, so